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T he vertuc of y our cic mutt brcakc my oth< 

J^You nickname vercue : vice you fliould haue fpokc 
For vercues office neuer brcakes men troth. 
Now by my maiden honor, yet as pure 
As the vnfallicd Lilly, I proteft, 
A world of torments though I fliould endure, 
I would not yccld to be your houics gucft : 
So much I hate a breaking caufe to be 
Of heauenly oaths, vow'd with integritic. 

Kin. O you haue Hud in defolation heere, 
Vnfecne, vnuUked,much to our fliame. 

£*. Not fo my Lord, it is not fo I fweare, 
We haue had paftimcs heere,and pleafant game, 
A mcfle of Ruffians left rsbut of late. 
Kin. How Madam? Rufsians? 
Qtf* 1 in truth, my Lord. 
Trim gallants, full of Courtfhip and of Rate. 

Reft. Madam fpe^kc true. It is not fo my Lord: 
My Ladie (to thc manner of the daics- ) 
In curtefie gines vndeierumg praifc. 
We foure indeed confronted were with foure 
In Rufsia habit ; Heere they flayed an houre, 
And talk'd apace ; and in that houre (my Lord} 
They did not blcfle vs wkh one happy word. 
I dare not call them foolcs; but this I thinkc, 
When they arc thirftie, fooles vfouki faine hauc drinkc, 

Ber. This ieft is drie tome. Gentle f^ectc, 
Your wits makes wife things foolifh when we grcete 
With cics beft feeing, heauens fierie cie i 
By light we loofe light ; your capacitie 
Is of that nature, that to your huge ftoore, 
Wife things fecme foohfli, and rich things but poore. 
Rof. This proues you wife and rich : tor in my eic 
Ber. I am a foole,anci full of pouertie. 
Rof. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a fault to fnatch words from my tongue. 
*Ber. O, I am yours. and all that I pofltfle. 
Rof AH the foolc mine. 
Ber. I cannot giuc you lefle. 
Rof Which of thc Vizards what it that you wore? 
Ber. Where? when? What Vizard ? 
Why demand you this ? 

Rof There, then, that vizard, that fupcifluous cafe, 
That hid the worfe, and fhcvv'd the better face. 

Kin. Weare diftricd, 
Thcy'l mocke vs now downeright. 

Dh. Let vs confefle.and turtle it to a ieft. 
Que. Amaz d my Lord ? Why lookes your Highnes 
fadde? 

Roft. Helpc hold his browcsjice'l foundewhy looke 
vow pale ? 

Sea-ficke I thinke comming from Mufcouie. 

Tier. Thus poure the ftars down plagues for periury. 
Can any face of brafle hoid longer out ? 
Heere ftand I/Ladic dart thy skill atme, 
Bruife me with fcorne^confound me with a flout* 
Thruft thy fharpc wit quite through my ignorance. 
Cut me to peeces with th y keenc conceit : 
And I will wifh thee neuer more to dance, 
Nor neuer more inRufsian habit waite. 
O! neuer will I truft to fpeechcspcn'd, 
Nor tothe motion ofaSchoolc-boies tongue. 
Nor neuer come in vizard to my friend, 
Nor woo in rim? like a blind-harpers fongue,. 
Tafftta phrafes,filken tearrnesprecife, 
Thrce-pil'd Hyperboles, fpruce affc&ion; 
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Figurcspctacaii, th cfc f ummer fl-^ 
Haue blownc mcfull of maggot ofteniti 
Idoforfwearc them, and I heere proteft 
By this white Gloue (how white the hand God t 
Henceforth my woing mindcfliall be exoreft n °* 
In ruffet yeas, and honcft kcrfie qocs. 
And to begin Wench, fo God hclpe me law 
Mytouc to thee is found,/**, crackc or flaw' 
JSffit. Sans, fans, I pray you , 
Ber. Yetlhaueatricke 
Of the old rage : bcare with me, I am fickc. 

\kt • k 7 dcgrCCS ? foft > let vs fcc > 
Write Lord hauemercie on vs, on thofe three 
They arc infetfed, i n their hearts it lies : : 
They hauc the plague, ajid caught it of your eyei . 
I ncic Lords arc vifitcd, you are not free : ' 
For the Lords tokens on you do I fee. 

£«.No,thcy arc free that gaue thefe tokens to v. 
Ber Our ftatcs are forfeit, feekenot to tndo J 
Hof. It is not fo ; for how can this be true 
That you fta;ad forfeit, being thofc that fue ' 

B fr P/ ac ^^ Iwill "^hauetodo with yon, 

Rof Nor fhali not, if I do as I intend. 

Btr. Speake for your felues,my wit is'at an end 

Ktng. Teach vsfweete Madame, for our rude' 
grefsion , fome faire excufc. 

£*. Thefaireftisconfefsion. 
Were you not heere but euen now, difguisd? 

Kin. Madam,Iwas. 

Jt&> And were you well aduis'd? 

Kin. I was faircMadam. 

When you then were heere, 
What did you whi fper in your Ladies eare * 

King. That more then all the world I did rciptjcthei 

2": When (hcefhall challenge this, you will rcieft 
her. 

Kmgi Vpon mine Honor no, 
Qu. Pcace,peacc,forbeare: 
your oath once broke, you force not to forfweare. 
King. Defpifcmc when I brcakc this oath of mine. 
Qu± I will, and therefore keepe it, Refalinc, 
What did thc Rufsian whifper in your care ? 

Rof. Madam,hc fwore that he did hold me dearc 
As precious eye-fight, and did value me 
Abouethis World : adding thereto moreouer, 
That he would Wed me, or elfe die my Louer. 

Qu. God gene thee ioy of him ; the Noble Lord 
Mott honorably doth vphold his word. 

King. What meane you Madame i 
By my life, my troth, 
I neuer fwore this Ladie fuch an oth, 

Rof By heauen you did ; and to confirmc it plaint, 
you gaue m* this : But take it fir againe. 

King. M y faith and this, thc Princcffc I did git*, 
I knew her by this Iewell on hcrfleeue. 

£u. Pardon me fir, this Iewell did (lie weare, 
And Lord Berowne (I thankc him) is my dcare. 
What? Will you haue me, or your Pearlc againe ? 

2^r. Neither of cither, I remit both twaine. 
I fee the trickc on't : Heere was a confent, 
Knowing aforehand of our merriment, 
To da& it like a Chnftmas Comcdie. 
Some carry- talc,fomcplcafc-man, fome flight Zanie, 
Some mumble- newes, fome trencher-knight.fom Dick 
That fmiics his chcckcin ycarcs, and knowes tiit trkk 
To make my Lady laugh, when flic's difpos'd ; 

Told 
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r-^7bcfcr7^ 
Told our intcw ^ ^ ^ 

f 0ll0W1 ou per tarici [to addemore terror, 
Now t0 0 . ^ forfwome in will and error. 
WC u non this tis : and might notyou 
MU /JlesirfpeTC,to make thus vntruc ? 
F ^2know my Ladies foot by th fquicr r 
D °f f th voon the apple of her eic ? 
And K h be p cwccne her backe fir,and the fire, 
"Sid£a trencher, ieixing mcrrihe? 
Ho1 g ^nr Pane out : so, you arc alowd. 

?you * k a ftfocke (ball be your fl.rowd. 

I , 'j^iike a Leaden fword. 

W ^ f 0 U merrily hath thisbraue manager, this car- 
""jfSJe is tilting ftraight. Peace, I haue don. 
Snter Clewae. 

Wclcomepure wit,thou part'lt a faire fray. 

Clo. O Lord fir, they would kno, 
Whether the three worthies (hall come in,or no. 

'Btr.' What,are there but three? 

C/<?;No fir,but it is vara fine, 
For eucric one purfents three . 

Srr And three times thrice is nine. 

CkNot fo fir, vnder corrcftion fir, I hope it is not fo. 
You cannot beg vs fir J can affure you fir,we know what 
we know : 1 hope fir three times thrice fir. 

'Btr. Is not nine. 

Clo. Vnder correaion fir, wee know whcrc-vntill it 
doth amount. 

Ber. By Ioue, I a! waies tooke three threes tor nine. 
Clow. O Lord fir, ic were pirtieyou (hould get your 
liuingby reckningfir. 
"Ber. How much is it? 

Clo. O Lord fir, the parties themfe!ucs,thc actors fir 
will (hew where-vntill it doth amount : for mine owne 
part, l am (as they fay, but to perfect one man in one 
poore man) Tampon the great fir. 

Her. Art thou one of the Worthies? 

Clo. Itpleafed them to thinke mc worthie of Pomvey^ 
the gfeat : for mine owne part, 1 know not thc degree of 
thc Worthie 5 but I am to ftand for him. 

Ter. Go, bid them prepare. £ x *t. 

Qo. We will turnc it finely off fir, we wil take fome 
care. 

King. Berowne, they Will fhame vs I 
Let them not approach. 

1?e*v Wc are fiiamc-proofe my Lord : a?nd *tis fome 
policie, to haue one fheW worfe then che Kings and his 
companie. 

Kin. I fay they (hall npt come. 
Qu^ Nay my good Lord, let mc ore-rule you now; 
Thac fport beft pleafcs, that doth lead krws» w hotfc i 
WhcreZeale (triues to content, and thie contents 
Dies Jn theZeale dfthat which it ptefents : 
Their forme confounded, makes tndft forme in mirth, 
When great things labouring perifti intbeir birth. 
Ber. A right defcription of our fport my Lord. 
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royallfweet breath, as will vtter a brace of words, 

Qu. Doth this man ferue God? 

Her. Why aske you ? 

He fpcak's not like a man of God's making. 

'Brag. That's all one my faire fweethonie Monarch: 
For J proteft, the Schoolmafter is exceeding fancafticall: 
Too too vaine, too too vainc. But we wil put it(as they 
fay) to Fortune detagnar, I wifh you the peace of mindc 
moft royall cupplemcnt. 

KingMevc is like to be a good prefence of Worthies; 
He prcfents Hettor of Troy, the S vvaine Porhfey ^ great, 
the Parifli Curate Alexander y Armadoes Page Hercules, 
theP ^cdant ludas Machabem : And if thefe foure Wor- 
thies in their firft fhew thriue, thefe foure will change 
habites,and prefent thc other fiue. 
" *Bcr« There is fiue in the firft fhew. 

Kin. You arc deceiued, tis not fo. 

'Ber. ThcPcdanr,the Braggart,the Hedge-Prieft,the 
Foole,and the Boy, 
Abate throw at Novum, and the whole world againe, 
Cannot pricke out fiue fuch, take each one in's vaine. 
Kin.Jhz fhip is vnder failc,and here (he corns amain. 

Enter Pom fey. 

Clo. IPompeyam. 
Ber. You he, you are not he. 
Clo. I Pompc) am. 
'Boy. With Libbards head on knee. 
'Ber. Well faid old mocker, 
I muft needs be friends with thee, 

Clo. I Pompey am y Pempey furnum d the big, 
r Du. The great. 

Clo. It is great fir : Pompey furntmd the great : 
That oft in field, mth Targe and Shield, 

did make my foe to ftveat : 
Andtrauatlwg along this coafij / heere am come by chance, 
And lay my Armei beferetht legs of 'thu fweet Lajjeof 

France. 

If your Ladifhip would fay ehankes Pompey Jl had done. 

La. Great thankes great Pompey. 

Clo. Tis not fo much worth: but I hope I was per- 
fc£t. 1 made a little fault in great. 

'Btr. My hat to ahalfe-penie , Pompey prooues the 
beft Worthie. 


Enter Curate far Alexander, 

Curat, when in the world I hud, I was the werldes (fom 
mander : 

By Safi fVeft \North & South, I fyred mfconqnering might 
My Scutcheon plaine declares that I am A It fander . 

'Botet. Your nofe faies no, you are not. : 
For it ftands too right. 

Ber, Your nofe fmcls no, in this moft tender frnel- 
lingKnight. 

Qu. Thc Conqueror is difmaid : 
Proceedc good Alexander. 

Cur. When in the world I liued[> I was the werldes Com* 
mander. 

*Boiet. Moft true/tis right : you were fo Altfander. 
Ter. Pompey the great. 
Clo, your fcruant and fifiard. 
!Btf .Take away the Conqueror, take away Aliptndir 
Clo. O fir.you hauc oucrthrowne Alifander the con- 
queror z you will be fcrap'd out of the painted cloth for 

this. 


